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H E Chriſt'ning was not yet begun) Well may they by that Name be known, 
Wen thus the K-ng Beſpoke his Son, Since Youngſter, newly come to To 


Avay and leave your Babble. 
Shall Captaiz Tom receive Offence, 
By ftanding for a foreign Prince ; 

He tepreſenrs the Rabble ? 


'Tis very well, young hopeful ſaid ; 
You muſt, you ſhall, be ſtill obey'd, 
My Sire and Heaven's Vicegerent. 
But, Tom, if cer I pardon thee, 
May I be ity!d, as I ſhall be, 
Noc Heir, but Fool apparent. 


No, Raſcal, no; not all the Rout 
That, for thy Gold and Liquor ſtout, 
Huzza the Cauſe they hate; 
And nc'er will leave thee, till they drein 
Thy Purſe as emptp as the Brain, 
Shall fave thy Soul from Fate, 
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Occafion'd all the Pother. 


' ſure Preſage af futur Bliſs, 
That muſt attend a Reign like his, 
To whome the Stars diſpenſe, 
The Grandſire's — and Law, 
Tne Soul and Courage of Papa, 

And either Hero's Senſe: 


A While, with Reſolution ſtout, 

His H- ns thought to ſtand it out, 
But quick y judg'd it better, 
To tri His M ty again, 

And lowly in the ſuppliant Strain, 

Me wiret the following Letter. 


With Tears, which then my Ink flow faſter, 
Bewailing, Sir, my late Diſaſter, 
'T humbly beg a Shar in 


How ? cry'd the K--g, is this your Faſhion, 

To hector Dukes of my creation e 

Hence--co your Room--be gone ; 

Thou Son of — an unhappy Mother- 

Confin'd like her, henceforward ſmother - 
Or vent thy Rage alone. 


His H——n--fs order, d to retire, 
Deſpairs to paciſy his Sire, 
Alas, how can it be? 
For well he knows the Marble Stone, 
As ſoon might hear his pitious Moan, 
And ſooner melt than he. 


By Letters, when for Grace he plies ; 

He mocks me ſure, the M=——h cries, 
Forgive him, Rebel ? — Rot him: 

Should I forgive him after this, 


, Your Mercy, might it yet take Place, 
And ſuch has prov'b your 4d of Grace 
'Tis ſcarce the Worſe tor wearing, 


'A---g--e would fright me with Slaughter 
'Of H. -I, X re, and D ter, 
Surrend' ring at Diſcretion 
Yet oh! on Terms I ftard no more, 
Scarce dare J hope, tho'I emplore 
'You'll pardon my Tranſgreflion; 


Ah might I once again preſume” 
Wichin your Palace to find room, 
But during good Behaviour 
For, Sir, I am not quite ſo mad; 
'To ask for what I neyer had, 
Your Confidence and Favour; 
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The ſpiteful World might judge amiſs, 
And fancy I begot him. 


But fince Confinement piques the Lubber J give them up, my Honour too, 


Who bully'd late, and now can blubber, 
I give him timely Warning ; | 

(Tis Night, indeed, but Night are loog) 

That He, and all his factious Throng, 
Depart the Court e er Merning. 


A Lodging in a private Houſe, 
Is large enough for Him and Spoufe, 
To ſolace in alone; 
And, for his Lumber, Maids and Grooms, 
The Toun has ſtore of upper Rooms 
| Unfurniſhed, like his own, 


The Meſſage, in a Trice, obey'd, 


| 


And if my Friends diſturb your Brain, 
I mean the few that ſtill remain, 
As hearty as before; 


A flender Sacriffce, tis true, 
But can J offer more ? 


*Your Service (as I underſtand) 
Requires my Vote, My Heart, and Hand, 
I o countenance the Godly ; 
And for the Church your will is ſuch, 
J ſhould eſpouſe it juſt as much. 
A.- dl does, or H-A.-7. 


Agreed: And for Affairs of State, 
To you and your Triumvirate, 
I tairly quit the Saddle ; 
Content to give my Baby wh, 
P- 


To lull the Darling in my 


Down went che Hangings; every Maid 
| (The Tidings being told 'em) 
Pack d up and ſob d; their Fright and S 


The Pe, he weeps from Morn to Night 
The 5.5, ſhe, in doleful Plight, 
Has Firs, yclep'd of Aothe 
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Made ſome cry, Fire ; and all agreed, dare not yet preſume to b 
The Houſe too hot to hold em. Or judge kein We and Son: 


Or rock it in the Cradle. 
us wrote the P——e, with what Succefs, 


t ſure Iam, ws boaſt in vain, 
native Breed the Wolves are (lain, 
By foreign Bears o f un. 
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